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inpatient Cupid—ruthless God, 


How canst thou so design, 
Dost see the moon light gild the grove. 
The glimm' ring stars yet $hine ? 


Ting went the bell -with tramp and ring 
Appear'd the brave Hussar ; 

With weighty boot, and nodding pluine, 
—Appendages of war. 


He press'd her to his manly breast, 
While in his large black eye, 

The big tear trembled,—whilst his heart 
Bespoke the parting sigh. 

Forth from his breast a ring he took. 
With diamonds fine that shone, 

« Accept this token of my lore, 
„Preserve it when I'm gone. 


For greleetongmonths I aſkno more 
« Thou alt noc wedded be, 

7 Dear me not, ben that e 
1 U ;eart and hand be free 
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* gBethink thee well my Charlotte dear, 
<«< 'Ere thou this vow shall break, 

Nor ſacrifice thy future peace, 
Thou canst not heav'n escape! 


For here I must not linger long, 
Great Frederick mo uits his steed; 

Dost hear the rattling drums my love ? 
„To battle ou we speed!“ 


With heav'nly mein she cross'd herself, 
Her firm intent to show, 25 
And call'd on every holy saint 

To wiiness this her vow :— 


A thousand suns may blaze unſeen, 
Ahe stars forget to shine,— 
The mighty globe may cease to move, 
But Charlotte shall be thine. 


Be thine I shall, record juſt heav'ns! 
hat thought shall intervene,.— 
_ © Berwixt my Albert's heart and mine, 
** Death only comes between!“ 


- 


=o 


( 
\ 


With sobbs and tears, withsighsandlooks, 
That might ensnare the best; 

And practis'd all those arts, of which 
The fair oncs are posscst. 


He press'd her hand unto his lips. 

And kiss'd her lovely check; 

Unskill'd in flatt'ry's guilful arts, 
His heart could only speak. 


She followed him with tcarful eye, 

Along the lenth'ning way ; 
Until the white plume on his cap. 
Did nod and nod away. 


Hence forward to Silesia's plains, 
With trump and drum they go, 

To fight the battles of their king, 
And curb the haughty foe. 
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Hence where the bristl'd monster war, 
Did snorting rage and burn, 
Whence many a gallant Prussian youth 


Did never more return. 


> 
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tor many a weary day and night 
Wherever that she went; 

Hor thou: hits were on her Soldier still 
Upon her Albert bent. 


All-pow':ful goid-—thou loadstone rais'd, 
in hell, ail hearts that wins; 

lie sorest thrall of n man, 
That punishes his sins! 


Ih- unrivall'd beauty of the maid, 
FiFa vo ry heart with love; | 2 
Ter form was as an Angel sweet, 
That walls Gu 1 God above. 
ler eyes like stars —her raven hair, 
In shining ringlets waves; 
Her check was like the apricot, 
Y hen shaded by the leaves. | 
those that came, 
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Among the croud « 
To SCE E 23 L110 (lamscl's 
A weaekby Lord of sohn, ling tame, 


At last did happy, prove. 


Who long with inward pain of heart. 
Beheld the beauteous maid, 
Save that his rank and dignity, 
His passion only staid. 


The poignant stings of love no more 


Determin'd to endure ; 
And *gainst decorums polish'd rules, 
To make his comfort sure 


And forth into his chariot fine, 
With four white steeds he drives; 
And thund'ring from the city out, 
At Charlotte's cot arrives. 


The damsel saw the chariot come, 


With wonder and amaze ; 


All burnish'd with the setting sun, 


It's glassy windows blaze. 


Her grey hair'd mother op'd the door, 


And let the Baron in, 
Sure has my Lord mistook his way, 
Our cot he sceks 1 ween ?” 
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No * mcther, there is no mistake, 
Thy cot I sought to find; 

For sorely tortur'd is my heart, 
And troubled is my mind.“ 


All- gracious God protect my Lord! 
From him thy comfort scex; 
No holy priest inhabits here, 
That comfort may bespeak.” 


No holy priest I crave to see, 

My only comfort's here, 
Without which even life itsel; 
A burden is to bear. 


Vet not less sacred is tho $6.rvo 
Of what I now den uw: 
« ImpelFd by faithful l f + 
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* Unlawful love, Lord Fossberg's heir. 
Has ever scorn'd to name; 
JTo be his truly wedded wife, 
„Thy daughter doth he claim.” 


„My daughter—surc my noble “ "On 


Thou art of high degree; 
— And wed a low born peasant ak. 
« Sure * may never be. 

, O what is titled dignity, — 

And what is high degree; 

The truly happy virtuous hear: 
What title like to thee * 


No mother, these are empty show 
That may attract the eye, 

But under all their glitt'ring porap, 
Full many à heart does sigh. 


* The Translator is well aware, that tic Word 
here in the original, is Preqherr, which signifies a Baron, 


or independant Gentleman; lie has adezued the ward 


« J. ard.“ merely for the sale of the rlivme, 


* 
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The supercilious rules of rank, 

«+ With pleasure I resign ;— 

Ah! what is letter'd reason's pow'r, 
When love and nature join? 


To rugged hearts that cannot feel, 
Proud reason may belong; 
But nature will be nature still, 
'* Her various works — 3 


Long have I «trove the flame to quench. 

But fruitless is the task 

Then ease the tortures of my soul, 
And grant the sum Iask?“ 


« To urge thy suit my noble Lord, 

My aid thou shalt not want :— 
The inclinations of my child, 
Were never mine to grant. 


** Thrice dear to me my daughter is,— 
Let her consent be sought; 


For force shall ne' er constrain my child. 


Ah! heav'n forbid the thought bo 
B 2 
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No mother, force ſhall ne'er be us'd, 
« To make thy daughter mine; 

Than break the virtuous parent's hear: 
For ever let me pine. 


The welfare of their offspring shoud 
« The parent's heart concern; 

** Oh! that the proud and great wou'd stoop 
The fatal truth to learn.” 


The damsel listen'd at the door 
With beating heart I ween, 
No hungry wolf that longs for prey, 
Ee'r watch'd with ear so keen 


Ah! gold —thou mighty pleader gold, 
To whom all nature bows, 
Nor vos more stamp the maiden's heart, 
Nor Albert mere she knows. 


"ky Sh Ast thou thus debate my heurt 
All reascn with me p'eade; 

— The brother of the Colonel, 
„The Black Aussaks that Icads 
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Why would I be the soldier's spouse, 
—* A beggar when he dies; 
perhaps now on Silesia's plains, 
A mangl'd corse he lies!“ 


Then from her trembling finger quick, 

The Soldier's ring she drew; 
And from the window, in the stream, 
Witli cager hand she threw. 


into her chamber Fossberg rush'd, 
And clasped in his arms; 


The lovely maid, whose blushing check. 


Display'd a thousand charms. 


On ev'ry hand—his brilliant rings. 
— His star that shone so fine— 
Already from her speaking eye, 
He might her thoughts divine. 


Few words were wanting to the Lord 
The willing maid to move, 

Who soon with joyful heart conserts : 
—How eloquent is love ! 
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Into the chariot soon they mount. 
Perfum'd with musk so sweet; 

And soon the coursers speed their way 
That were both snell and sleet. 


Along the Elb's green banks they drive, 
The forests thro' they wind; 

Each thorpe, and sunny smiling cot, 
How quick they leave behind. 


And MacpeBurc and HALBTERSTADT 
They dash and thunder through, 

Until the antique Fossberg's spire, 
Fair glistens to the view. 

In whose dark thickets hies the sprew. 
To chirp his tuneless song; 

Where sounds the plaintive turtle's note, 


And nightingales among. 


There soon arriv'd—the holy Pricst. 
Their hands together Wes ;: 
And many a blessing on their head< 

The holy man invokes. 
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Thy vain petitions—artful wretch, 
Dost think will ever risc; 

Or will not these thy pelfer'd pray'rs, 
All-righteous God dispise? 


The honey-moon's connubial joys, 
In life's sweet summer past, 

But little wist the thoughtles pair, 
Life's tempest came so fast? 


Silesia's Sons no more resist, 


— Now conquer'd—left to mourn; 
With laurels deckt to MacptpurG, 


The Black Hussars return. 


And big was ev'ry Soldier's heart, 
His friend or love to meet 
And many a damsePs sparkling cy e, 
Her brave Hossaxr did greet. 


Keen Albert ey'd the gazing croud. 
That clad the streets along; 
But still the object of lie love, 
He saw not in the throng 
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And when they all had reach'd the camp, 
Unto the cot he ied, 
But ere that he had wander'd far, 
A well-known hind he spied 


Gad bless thee Albert—welcome home, 


What laurels hast thou won 3 


But dost not know, that far from here 


Thy maid, thy Charlotte's gone!“ 
<« What !dost thou rave--or sport withme- 
With haste the truth unfold ? 


No Albert. by the blessed Cross, 


Most true it is I've told. 


e Scarce the third moon it's zenith reach d. 
© When thou the town didst leave, 

xe to the mighty Fossbergs Lord, 
„Thy maid her hand did give!“ 


Astound he stands—of motion reft, 
Unseemly and aghast, 

So stands the stately forest oak, 
Whereon the lightnings dasht 
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He struck his forchead with his hand. 
Fierce roll'd his piercing eye, 
The bloom evanish'd from his check, 

And sadly did he sigh. 


As slowly homeward then he stalks 
The well known path along, 
So mournful coo'd the turtle dove 
The nightsome woods among. 


The winsome scenes of former days, 
Each glade, and beachen bower, 

The flaxen fields in ev'ning's blush, 
That smelt so sweet in flower. 


Farewell! he cried—once happy scenes, 
Nor waken on my mind; 

| While oft he turns with grief's sad eye, 

To view the cot behind. . 


i jth downcas heart, ch all was mirth , 


He passes thro' the town, 
While silently the bitter drops 
His cheeks did trickle down. 

C: 
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And when her sable curtaius night 
O'er all rhe sky had spread, 
He mounts his steed, in wrathtul ind 
To Fossherg forth and sped 


= And now the plaintive mghtingale . 
Bevan her Jove-sweet song; 

And joudly cruick'd the noisy rail, 
the waving grass among. 


Big was ins heart—he spur'd his stecd. 

Each willing nerve that strains, 
And scon the wealthy Fossberg's doo: 
Al uvnobser'd he gains 


Che midnight wine went round with glec 

And cheer'd with many a song; 

While loud the peals of laughter rung 
The gallerics along. 


The Soldier hghted from his steed 
His mantle round him flung; 

And shrouded in the clead of night 
The massy bell he rung. 
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na SGOH UC Servant tends his Call 
+ What sceks the stranger her-?“ 

Haste tell thy Lady, news I bring. 
Herself alone must hear.” 


Don from the board with haste she Cal 

And baughty was her mein: 
Undaunted ruslid the Soldicr in 
—Attecting was the scene! 


She shriek'd aloud, and sweon'd away, 
Death scem'd with lite to vic; 

The servaius run—tke house alarr:, © 
Wich terror struch tie cry! 


Lord Fossberg scon the cance enquar'd, 
His rage no units know + 
— Heated with wine, he forward sprung 


; 3 8 3 = * 
lis gin ring Sword d drow. 


„ Wha: villain wa then, : hs array'd, 
That puts my hose in inde, 
At »glitary midnight hour: 
„ What words thouwithmy wife 
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Thy wife —Curst be that dayshe was, 


Heav'n's vengeance on her head; 
Base woman, well thy perjur'd soul 
* It's awful doom may dread ! 


In anguish well may'st gnash thy teeth, 
And tear thy raven hair; ; 


For God's unerring justice hence, 


— Curst infidel prepare pe 


Villain forbear homes frommy door” = 
Lord Fossberg loud did cry ; 

** Or, by the Saviour of mankind, 
This instant shalt thou die!“ 


I'll leave thy door not ere the truth 
Of all this shall appear; 
And think not tho' thy birth be hi gh. 
Thy feckless arm ] fear.” 


As quick as thought, the Baron sprung. 
His sword with fury bent, 

And ere the Soldier was aware 
His heart asunder rent! 


21 


c backward fell, of life bereft, 

Each muscle ceas'd to play; 
While from his heart the reeking blood 
In silence sought it's way. 


Lord Fossberg call'd his servants round, 
For troubl'd was his mind; 
With costly gifts their rales forbid, 
And secrecy enjoin'd. 


Hence to the cavern bear the corps, 
— And plunge it in the deep; 

„Where never sounding line was cast, 

There let the body sleep!“ 


Into the cavern's awfull throat, 
Deep mark'd with many a blast. 
Into the yawning deep below, 


The body down they cast. 


And now deep marks of sullen gion, 
On Fossberg's brow appear ; 

\WhileCharlotte's heart to peace unknown 
Fell dreams and visions tear ! 
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How transient then is carthly bliss, 


Terrestrial joys how vain; 
Be wise ye friends of fortune then, 
Your pleasures and restrain. 


All on her bed at midnight hour, 
As Charlotte weeping lay ; 


Far from her eye-lids sleep had fled, 


And sore she long'd for day. 


When lo! so as the clock had chim'd. 


A distant sound she beard, 
That loudly rung the woods among, 
And still the house it near'd. 


Inhuman yells and howlings dread, 
No earthly sound that knew; 

Andclanking chains and gingling whee!s, 
And still more loud they grew. 


And erst into the court it came, 

It's wheels 50 heavy rung: 

—+ It is a carriage, sure”—$he though, 
And to the window sprung. 
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And soon around the house it drove, 
With dread and dismal sound, 

Ihe massy building with its din, 
Shook to the very found. 


And lo! a swarthy phæton soon, 
Presents itself to view, 

Three sable brutes the team composc, 

No earthly form that knew. 


More grim than death, the first bestred- 0 
A $shapcless monster wild; 

No head it had but in its hand 
A swinging whip it held! 


And in the phæton frowning stood 
Convolv'd in rolling smoke; 

A sable form, whose thund'ring voice 
The awful silence broke 


I come thy profler'd husband's $p'rii 
Thy sentence to declare, 

8 For God's all-righteous judgement, liste 

Thy t $ Soul Prepare. 
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* Make no delay - thy time is shorc— 
All earthly cares forsake, 

% For soon unto the judgement seat 

Thy soul its flight must take!“ 


He wav'd his hand —his swinging whip. 


The shapeless monster bent; 
And one by one, the swarthy teem 
Unpitied blows he lent. 


Tremendous yells, uncarthly how ls, 


Loud vent the sable crew; 
Mid rolling smoke and flashing flame 
The awful phæton flew! | 


And ring and ring 5 it brush'd away — 


The gate in twain it dash'd ; 
And loud and shrill, rung ev'ry hill, 
As keen the monster lash'd. 


Away, away, like distant war, 

The dreadful phæton hurls, 

While on its wings, the midnight breeze. 
The awful accents whirls. 
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And now convuls'd in ev'ry limb, 

And bath'd in oozing sweat, 

The faithless Charlotte sought her couch, 
And sore her heart did beat. 


Ah! little knows the virtuous hearr, 
The awful, dreadful Enell _ 
Of waken'd conscience,—only thee 
Rude murder's heart can tell. 


With many a deep felt pang os wept, ; 
And thought upon her ways; 
To God above her impious hands 
She dreaded still to raise. 


No peace her troubled heart could find; 
She sinks in fell despair: 


 —To madness drove —she bricks about, 


In anguish tears her hair. 


And deeply did Lord Fossberg feel, 
The troubles of his wife; 


His heart with inward pain was wrung. 


And irksome was his life. 
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Dark was the night, and loud the storni 

That howl'd the woods among; 

Tremendous was the thunder's voicc, 
That roll'd the sky along. 


When from the window Charlotte leap'd. 
Her steps no eye does greet ; 

Thro' park and pool, o'er steepand stone. 
She flies with naked feet ; 


And to the sounding cavern hoar, 
Thro' woods and wilds she creeps + 
Where sad the spirit of the blast. 
In mournful accent weeps, 


Of human reason all bereft. 


Unconscious inward flies 
The awful chasm—yawnaing deep. 
With fearless heart she eyes. 


A while she tore her Scatter d locks, 
A while she stood to weep ; 


Then beat her breast with frantic rage 


And plung'd her in the deep 
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And lo! her fiecting soul away, 

he phæton soon does bear; 
And fierce as hell, the monsters yell, 
Along the midnight air. 


While slowly beat the drum of death, 
The awful trumpet blew ; 

The monster lash'd, the phæton crash'd, 
The judgement seat in view 


And at the midnight's gloomy hour, 
When mortals sink in sleep. 
The dreadful phæton oft is seen 
To issue from the deep. 


Mid flash and flame and rolling smoke, 
The Elb it glides along; 


And hiss and hiss its fiery whecl]:. 
The dashing waves among. 


Round Fossberg's now desertcd hin! 
It drives with thund'ring din ; 
Two human forms the peasants sa, 


The phwron ride within. 
D 2 
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No more the once proud Fossberg's Lord 
The social hour partakes; : 
A hermit in retirement, he 

Society forsakes. 


No more into his once proud hall, 
The midnight taper $hines ; 
Up whose huge walls, in ruins left, 

The mantling ivy twines. 


But there the owl and raven haunt, 
To build their bloody nest ; 

No harmless stork is ever seen 

1 Upon it's walls to rest. 


Oh! learn chen, not to set thy heart 
On what it ought to hate; 

And not thy fatal error see, 
Like Charlotte when too late. 
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Finis. 


